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The Unceasing Sacrifice of the Altar. 





N the world, there are at present about 400,000 

Catholic priests, belonging to 1200 dioceses. They 
4 are scattered over every part of the earth. In the 
farthest northern countries and the most remote 
lands of the south, in the extreme limits of the east 
and the west, everywhere we find the Catholic 
priest. And all these, or nearly all, approach God’s altar day by 
day and perform the most sublime function that can be imagined. 
And thus we now witness a spectacle never witnessed before, that 
at every hour and every minute of the day and night the holy 
sacrifice of the Mass is being offered. 

Continually and unceasingly is the holy Sacrifice being of- 
fered, and the number of Masses daily aggregate 400,000! Every 
moment, whether working or sleeping, or whatever we may be 
doing, the little elevation bell is ringing somewhere. Were it 
possible for us to hear the voices of all these bells, we would 
hear an uninterrupted, powerful, harmonious concert resounding 
all over the earth. 

The great prophecy of Malachias (1. 11) has, therefore, 
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completely been fulfilled: “From the rising of the sun even to 
the going down, My name is great among the Gentiles, and in 
every place there is sacrifice, and there is offered to My name 
a clean offering.” Where else could this be fulfilled but in the 
one, true, Catholic Church? On the other hand how poor and 
empty is every other Christian religion! Where else can the 
spotless and universal Sacrifice be found but in the Catholic 
Church? 

About 400,000 Masses are offered daily! 400,000 times the 
sacrificial death of Christ on the cross is renewed in an unbloody 
manner, and thereby worthy and infinite honor given to the Most 
High. Like a heavy mass of black clouds the sins of mankind, 
countless in number, are passing over the earth, nevertheless our 
planet must be an object of complacency in the sight of the Most 
High: for this earth shines forth radiant in the lustre of the 
never-ending, the ever renewed Sacrifice of His only-begotten Son! 

With wonderful and adorable wisdom, which no human 
understanding could ever have conceived, our Savior, the Lamb 
of God, knew how to arrange that a perfectly worthy continuous 
worship would be presented to the infinite Majesty of God in the 
name of all men, which at the same time would apply incomparable 
treasures to mankind. Happy we, for it is in our power to praise 
and honor the Lord unceasingly in the most perfect manner, to 
offer Him at every hour a perfect sacrifice of thanksgiving, of 
atonement and supplication. All this is accorded us by the sacrifice 
of the Mass. 

Do We Realize This? 

Do we sufficiently realize this? What are our sentiments with 
regard to this unceasing Sacrifice? If in spirit we unite ourselves 
with the countless Sacrifices which continually succeed one another 
the world over and present them reverently to the Lord, and if 
all our lifetime we did nothing else — we would have spent our 
life in the very best manner and would have glorified God 
inexpressibly. Let us then frequently, but especially every morn- 
ing, by a fervent act of faith offer to God all the Masses of the 
day and of the night, and recommend ourselves in them. But 
in all these Masses we should recommend not only ourselves and 
those dear to us, but all the important affairs of holy Church. 
For all eternity we shall regret our negligence if we permit so 
superabundant a stream of spiritual treasures to flow by unused, 
when we needed but to stretch forth our hands to gain possession 
of them. 


Tabernacle and Purgatory 197 
“If one man,” says Faber, “had the power once in a century 
to change bread and wine into the body and blood of Christ, how 
all the world would flock to the one spot where this elect high 
priest was about to accomplish this stupendous work!” But God 
has given this power to a countless number of priests. He does 
not seem to consider that the Most Blessed Sacrament, yea, the 
very sacerdotal power of consecration might be exposed to most 
shameful abuse; He thinks only of our good, of our welfare, there- 
fore, He desires to remain very near to us. 

It was His holy will that the adorable Sacrifice should be 
easily accessible for us all and should be offered everywhere. 
Opportunities for receiving Holy Communion should be, so to say, as 
easily within our reach and as universal as the air we breathe. 
Truly, the frequency of the holy Sacrifice is a great miracle of 
God’s love for us. 


mer 


Daily on Guard at One O'clock. 





Years ago a regiment of soldiers was called out on garrison 
duty to the city of O.. . Soon after their arrival, the pastor of 
the cathedral noticed that every day at 1 P. M., a soldier took 
up his position at the grating of the choir, and stood there im- 
movable like a statue. The good pastor wondered what this 
meant. 

One day the captain and his wife came to look at the cathe- 
dral. The priest led them into the sacristy and related what took 
place every day at the grating. “Wait a moment,” he added, “it 
is nearly time for him to come.” 

As soon as the clock struck one, the soldier appeared at his 
post. The captain looked at him and said, “Why, that is one of 
my men, a fine fellow, an excellent soldier.” The official called 
him into the sacristy. 

“What are you doing there,” asked the captain. 

“Tl am on guard an hour for our dear Lord. You see captain, 
I can not understand how this is. Everywhere there are guards: 
my general has two, my captain has one. When I come here! 
say to myself: Our dear Lord is certainly greater then all these 
commanders and He has no guard! Well, then, I will keep guard 
here while I am off duty, and I assure you | do not get lonesome, 
for I love Him as well as you love Him, captain.” 
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salvation. Snares and temptations surround him 
especially in cities; everywhere he sees evil ex- 
ample and but little encouragement to good. 
Under such circumstances, how will anyone be 
able to remain firm, how persevere to the end? 
There is a remedy, however, which will infallibly prove effica- 
cious for persons of every age and condition. This remedy is 
frequent Communion. Therefore: — 

1. Communicate frequently! Our Divine Savior says: “I 
am the living bread which came down from heaven. If any man 
eat of this bread, he shall live forever; and the bread that I will 
give is My flesh for the life of the world. Amen, amen, I say 
unto you: Except you eat the flesh of the Son of man, and drink 
His blood, you shall not have life in you. He that eateth My 
flesh and drinketh My blood, abideth in Me and I in him” 
(John vi. 51, 57). 

Furthermore, Christ teaches us to pray for daily Holy Com- 
munion by the words, “Give us this day our daily bread,” in the 
Our Father; for “the Holy Fathers of the Church all but unani- 
mously teach that by these words must be understood, not so 
much the material bread which is the support of the body, as the 
Eucharistic bread which ought to be our daily food” (Decree, 
Dec. 20, 1905). Let us accept our Lord’s invitation to the 
Eucharistic banquet. If we do not care to communicate for our 
own interest, let us do so at least for the interests of Christ, to 
console Him for the negligence and indifference of so many 
Chrigiians who do not receive the Holy Eucharist, or receive It 
unworthily. 

2. Communicate frequently in accordance with the doctrine 
of the apostles and the practice of the first Christians. Are we 





Tabernacle and Purgatory 199 


exposed to fewer dangers in our times? Had they not the same 
nature as we have? Is Christ in the Holy Eucharist not always 
the same? Has His doctrine changed? 

3. Communicate frequently, for this is the ardent desire of 
holy Church. All that the Church asks of you is that you be in 
the state of sanctifying grace, that is, free from mortal sin, and 
that you have a good intention when receiving Holy Communion, 
that is, that you do not approach the holy table out of human 
respect or some other low motive. It is the desire of the Council 
of Trent “that at every Mass the faithful who are present should 
communicate not only spiritually, by way of internal affection, but 
sacramentally by the actual reception of the Eucharist” (Sess. 22, 
cap. 6). 

4. Communicate frequently. By so doing you will follow 
the council of the Doctors of the Church. St. Ambrose says, “If 
this is our daily bread, why should we receive it so seldom!” 

“He who frequently receives the Holy Eucharist is a terror to 
the demons; they tremble when they perceive the lips of the Chris- 
tian purpled with the blood of Christ” (St. Peter Damian). 

“Be zealous in receiving the Most Blessed Sacrament, for all 
true salvation of body and soul proceeds most abundantly from 
Holy Communion” (St. Joseph Cupertino). 

How encouraging are the words of St. Ambrose: “If, when- 
ever the blood of Christ is shed, it is shed for the remission of 
sin, then I, who am ever committing sin, must ever receive it.” 

“It is a praiseworthy and beneficial act to communicate every 
day and to partake of the body and blood of Christ” (St. Basil). 

St. John Chrysostom says: “It is not presumption to approach 
the holy table often, but it is.presumption to receive unworthily, 
or only once a year.” 

5. Communicate frequently, in order to be able to avoid 
mortal sin. How could anyone work and fight in battle if he had 
not the strength for it! But where can we obtain strength, if not 
in the Holy Eucharist, the bread of the strong. The Holy Eucha- 
rist is the wine producing virgins. Chastity and purity are the 
fruit of Holy Communion. Holy Communion enkindles true 
charity. As long as the first Christians communicated daily, it 
could be said of them, “See how they love one another.” 

6. Communicate frequently, even though you have few 
companions who are of the same mind, or if you would be the 
only one approaching the holy table. If Christ is with you, who 
can be against you! 
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7. Communicate frequently, even though you are imperfect. 
In the Holy Eucharist you will find Jesus; you will learn to know 
and love Him and He will heal you. You may perhaps say, “But 
I have not become any better by receiving Holy Communion.” — 
Possibly you have not. But do you know what would have 
become of you without Holy Communion? God cannot expect as 
a preparation for Holy Communion, that, which is only the effect 
and the object of this Sacrament. We apply a remedy when we 
are ill and because we are ill. 

8. Communicate frequently. “One Communion more or 
less, who can measure its consequences” (Lacordaire). The 
salvation of your soul may depend on the Communion you are 
about to omit. The omission of a Holy Communion may pos- 
sibly be the triumph of a passion which will lead your soul to 
perdition. 

We have published a very beautiful booklet entitled, “Com- 
municate Frequently and Devoutly” according to the true doctrine 
of the Church. Read this booklet for your edification and en- 
couragement, and endeavor to circulate it. Price 5 cents a copy; 

100 copies $2.50. 
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How a Great King Honored the Blessed Sacrament. 





UR readers will recall that Madrid is one of those favored 
European cities, in which in late years the Eucharistic Con- 
gress was held. We should not imagine, however, that this 

is the first scene of Eucharistic triumph which has honored Spain’s 
sunny capital. Had we been present on January 20, 1685, we 
would have seen issuing from its gate a noble party, and at its 
head we would have recognized the well-loved ruler King Charles II. 
He rode away from the city to enjoy a little relaxation from the 
many and arduous affairs of state, and likewise to enjoy the ex- 
hilarating effects of the bracing country air. 

Beyond the limits of Madrid, his attention was attracted by 
a priest clothed in a surplice. The fact that he was accompanied 
only by the sexton, who carried a small lantern, led the king to 
doubt whether the Blessed Sacrament or only the holy oils were 
being conveyed to the sick person. He, therefore, bowing his head 
respectfully, inquired, from his carriage, whether the Reverend 
Father.was bearing the Holy Viaticum. No sooner did he learn 
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that such was the case, than he quickly alighted and rendered 
humble adoration to the King of kings. 

When he had adored his Lord and God the king arose and 
saluted the priest. He urged him to enter his carriage, and when 
he had assisted hiin to his own seat, he closed the door. He then 
gave the postillion a sign to drive on, and he himself assumed the 
role of servant, placing his right hand on the coach and carrying 
his hat in the left. So they moved forward, and King Charles 
walked the entire distance with head uncovered. 

Upon their arrival at the poor man’s cottage, the king assisted 
the priest to alight, and again paid his adoration to the Blessed 
Sacrament. He reverently followed the minister of God into the 
sick-room and devoutly assisted at the sacred ceremony. At its 
conclusion, he approached the patient and spoke words of sympathy 
and consolation. Moreover he bestowed on him a royal alms and 
relieved the poor man’s anxiety regarding his daughter’s future 
by providing her with a suitable dowry. When the priest was 
ready to leave, King Charles urged him once more to occupy his 
own carriage with the Blessed Sacrament. He himself wished to 
return as he had come, walking again as a servant. The entreaties 
of his courtiers, however, urged him to consider his declining 
Strength and the roughness of the road, and he consented to ride 
in another carriage. 

The news of this noble deed spread like lightning and crowds 
gathered from all sides, who praised the king and following his 
example, united with him in his profound homage and adoration 
to the Blessed Sacrament. The procession arrived at length, before 
the church of St. Mark, and the king hastened forward, eager to 
be the first to assist the priest to alight. At the head of the 
assembled multitude he then followed the bearer of the Divine 
Mysteries into the church, where all received the Benediction, and 
then, amid the acclamations of his people, the royal worshiper 
returned to his palace. 

REMARK. —Here we wish to remark, that private revelations, according to the 


decrees of Pope Urban VIII. in the year 1634 and 1641, in so far as the 
Church has not decided upon them, claim only human credence. 
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Miraculously Cured 
When Receiving Her First Holy Communion. 





AA | Lal KS N January 6, 1868, the feast of the Epiphany, I 
was compelled to take my bed on account of 
illness. As I complained of a headache and felt 
a chill all through my body, my parents supposed 
I had merely taken a cold which would soon pass 
away. They kept me in bed but did not think it 
necessary to call a physician. The next day I felt weak in my 
limbs, but was still able to walk when supported. My parents 
now took my ailment for gout and kept me specially warm. The 
weakness in my limbs, however, kept on increasing and in the 
space of two weeks I was neither able to stand on my feet nor 
move my limbs. Up to my knees they were as though paralyzed 
and I was not able to use them in the least. Gradually my back, 
likewise, seemed to lose all feeling, and it could be pricked into 
without my feeling anything. 

My parents were still under the impression that my ailment 
was gout, and applied various home remedies which, however, 
proved ineffectual. As my appetite had now also left me, the 
physician, Dr. E. of O... was summoned. He examined me care- 
fully, then declared that I was suffering from nervous prostration; 
my nerves had become totally inactive. For a long time I took 
medicines but received neither strength, nor power to move my 
paralyzed members. Dr. E. also applied electric treatments. The 
result was that in some spots there seemed to be a little life again, 
but the next day it was all as before. Then the doctor ordered 
me to take sweat-baths but these likewise did not help me. Dr. E. 
now gave up my case but told my parents if they could take me 
to the clinic at B... I might yet stand a chance of being cured. 
My parents, however, had not the means to do this. 








Her Longing for Holy Communion. 


Meantime I reached the age of thirteen, and had already 
spent a whole year in this pitiable condition. The other children 
of my age had received their first Holy Communion on Low Sun- 
day, 1869, and I entertained an ardent desire to enjoy the same 
happiness. I expressed my wish to the pastor who had frequently 
visited me during my illness. He at once consented to my petition, 
but was not in favor of my receiving first Holy Communion in 











the church as | desired, but thought I should remain in bed. I, 
however, felt convinced that if 1 could receive my first Holy Com- 
munion in the church I should be cured. At length the good 
pastor consented and appointed July 26, the feast of my patron, 
St. Anne, as the day for my first Holy Communion. 

I could-scarcely await the time, for I had a great longing to 
be united with my Savior in the Blessed Sacrament; moreover, | 
confidently hoped to be restored to health. The day so ardently 
longed for came at last. My parents had me taken to the church 
in a little wagon. Then my father carried me into the church and 
placed me in an arm-chair that was in readiness for me. I could 
hardly await the moment when my dear Lord would come into my 
heart. Sister M. L., the superior of the Franciscans, helped my 
mother to bring me up to the communion-rail, and my Jesus came 
| into my heart. As I was not able to kneel, they had to place me 
back into the chair, where I made my thanksgiving and earnestly 
begged our Lord to cure me if it were His holy will. 











“I Can Walk!” 


After I had prayed fervently thus for a time, I experienced a 
Strange sensation of tugging and creeping in my paralyzed mem- 
bers. I had not felt anything like it for nineteen months, and the 
thought came to me at once, now I can walk again. This tugging 
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and creeping kept on increasing, and I could scarcely wait until 
Mass was finished so I might get up and walk. After part of the 
congregation had left, my father was about to take me in his arms 
and carry me back to the wagon, but I said to him, “I can walk,” 
and asked him to step aside. He thought, of course, it was only 
my imagination, still he let me have my way, and as a precaution 
held his hands before me to catch me if I should fall. 

But what a surprise awaited him! I arose sprightly, and walked 
all alone to the other end of the church where | knelt down and 
fervently thanked God for this great favor. A cry of joy escaped 
my parents’ lips, and all who were still in the church were filled 
with amazement at this obvious miracle; for they had always 
compassionated me and my parents in my pitiable condition. 

The pastor, too, was deeply moved and immediately knelt 
down at the foot of the altar and offered up prayers of gratitude 
aloud in which all the people joined. Thereupon my mother and 
friends led me home. My steps were still somewhat unsteady, but 
I continued to gain strength every day and my appetite was re- 
stored. Nearly four years have passed since my miraculous cure, 
and I have never had a relapse of my former illness. The whole 
city can testify to this, as I take a walk through the streets every 
day. A. M. 


mez 
The Holy Father’s Simplicity of Manner. 





The following anecdote being told about the new Pope shows 
his natural simplicity of manner. Since his childhood His Holiness 
has been a great friend of a Genoese nobleman who was in the 
habit of calling him by his Christian name and used the dimin- 
utive of James, ‘Giacomino,’ corresponding to the English ‘Jimmy.’ 
This nobleman was recently received in audience by the Pope, 
who, when he saw him kneel down, said: “No, no, Jimmy won’t 
allow you to do that.” The Pope and his friend had a long 
talk, and the nobleman, who is very rich, asked the Pope to 
allow him to present him with some gift. “I have a splendid 
old silver service worthy of a Pope and | want to give it to you,” 
said the nobleman. “No, thank you,” replied the Pope, “I have 
no use for silver service; what I need is hard cash, which is more 
useful for the church.” The nobleman asked permission to sign 
a check there and then and gave it to the Pope. He drew it for 
$20,000, as that was the worth of the silver service. 
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Divine Providence. 





CEA ought often to meditate on Divine Providence. 
This reflection would impart to our souls pro- 
found peace and would teach us to abandon 
ourselves entirely to the care of Divine Provi- 
dence. As long as we are children of God, we 
should firmly believe: The Lord directs me, 
the tant takes care of me, nothing will be wanting to me. If we 
prize our peace of heart, we should trust in God and recognize 
His loving Providence in all things. 

St. Augustine says beautifully in this connection: “All your 
cares place upon the Lord, yea, give yourself entirely to Him. He 
assures us that all the hairs of our head are counted. How much 
the more will He count all our actions. Leave yourself as much 
as possible to the guidance of God, for He will not permit any- 
thing to happen to you at for your benefit, even though you 
do not realize it.” 

Our Lord said to St. Gertrude, “With the same love with 
which I created man do! direct all things that I permit to come 
upon him; success or misfortune, all is destined for his greater 
good.” St. Jerome declares, “Divine Providence directs all things, 
and what we consider a misfortune is a blessing.” The loving 
guidance of Divine Providence was experienced in a striking 
manner by St. Francis de Sales. 

The youthful Saint, after having completed his studies, jour- 
neyed through Italy. While in Rome, he returned one evening to 
his hotel quite exhausted from his visits to the many churches, 
only to find his servant disputing with the hotel manager. The 
latter insisted on their immediate departure, so as to make room 
for some persons of noble rank who were expected. St. Francis 
brought the warm discussion to a close by giving his servant orders 
to look for another lodging. 

This incident would seem anything but agreeable to the 
fatigued traveler, but very soon it became evident that it had 
occurred by the especial permission of Divine Providence. Scarce- 
ly had our Saint taken up his abode in another hotel when a 
heavy rain began to fall, continuing all through the night. 

Under this downpour the mad waves of the already well 
nigh overflowing Tiber, increased in violence, carrying along 
whatever lay in their path. The hotel which St. Francis had 
quitted, one of the most beautiful in the city of Rome, was 





























situated on the banks of the Tiber, and so fell a victim to the 
angry waves, being swallowed up with all its inmates. 


Another Instance. 


From Rome St. Francis went to the holy house of Loretto, 
where he venerated the holy Mother of God with great joy and 
fervor. From here he went to Ancona, where he intended setting 
sail for Venice. He found a vessel in readiness, waiting only for 
the arrival of a distinguished lady who had engaged the ship for 
herself and her numerous retinue. With a view of obtaining 
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passage on this vessel, St. Francis spoke to the captain who 
eagerly welcomed him, being only too anxious for the extra 
recompense. ; 

Not so, however, the noble lady. Finding, upon her arrival, 
that strangers were on board, she ordered them at once to be 
put off. St. Francis politely begged her permission to avail 
himself of this opportunity of going to Venice, saying there were 
but four in his party, that they would be contented with the poorest 
accommodations, and promising not to disturb her and her company 
in the least. He further intimated that they would be obliged 
to wait long for another opportunity, if they were not allowed to 
sail with her ship to Venice. The captain and even the lady’s 
retinue united with the saint in his petition, but the lady refused 
to listen to them, and, in her rage, would have had his baggage 
thrown into the sea had he not at once left the ship. 

St. Francis bore this gross insult with silent patience, but his 
attendants could not conceal their anger. To pacify them he, in 
his usual calm manner, told them that it is best to submit to the 
will of God, which is often manifested in seemingly accidental 
occurrences, remarking that we cannot comprehend the reason 
why God permits this or that, and adding, “Let us remember 
what happened to the hotel which we were compelled to leave 
in Rome, and consider that the ocean now lying before us is 
reputed to be often very stormy; perhaps a storm is nearer than 
we imagine.” 

And such was really the case. When the vessel left the 
shore, the sky was bright, the sea was calm, the wind favorable, 
everything seemed to promise a delightful voyage. Soon after, 
however, the wind arose from the opposite direction. Dark clouds 
began to cover the heavens and a most furious storm arose. The 
sailors did their utmost to regain the shore, but in vain. St. 
Francis and his companions witnessed the ship founder, and not 
one of its inmates was rescued. 

This sad spectacle deeply touched the kind heart of the Saint, 
and served as a new motive for him to place his entire trust in 
God and to abandon himself without reserve to the guidance of 
Divine Providence. “How wonderfully,” he exclaimed, “does 
God direct the destinies of men, and compel them to acknowledge 
His invisible hand, even in that which seems but accidental. We 
must pity the poor unfortunates who lost their lives before our 
very eyes, and thank God for rescuing us in such an unexpected 
manner.” 














had set for himself at the beginning of his ponti- 
ficate was: “To restore all things in Christ,” well 
knowing that all that is truly good is given to us 
by Christ, and that without Jesus Christ no sal- 
vation can be expected for the individual nor 
for whole nations. Our present Holy Father has based his pon- 
tificate, as he himself declares, upon the same principal and 
announces that: ““The dominion of the love of Christ shall return 
among men. This shall ever be Our end and aim, this shall 
ever be the special task of Our pontificate.” 

It is to be deplored that this first encyclical of the Holy Father 
is not sufficiently taken notice of by the press at large, and that its 
full contents is but rarely reproduced. Our readers will permit us to 
publish at least the most beautiful part of this memorable docu- 
ment in our periodical, in order that the great significance of true 
charity may be clearly and well understood. This beautiful 
passage reads as follows: 


The Duty of Mutual Charity in Our Days. 


Our Lord Jesus Christ came down from heaven for the very 
purpose of restoring amongst men the kingdom of peace, which 
the devil had destroyed, and it was His will that it should rest on 
no other foundation than that of brotherly love. These are his own 
oft-repeated words: “A new commandment I give unto you: that 
you love one another” (John xiii. 34); “This is My commandment 
that you love one another” (John xv. 12); “These things I com- 
mand you, that you love one another” (John xv. 17); as though 
His one office and purpose was to bring men to mutual love. He 
used every kind of argument to bring about that effect. He bids 
us all look up to heaven: “For one is your Father who is in 
heaven” (Matt. xxiii. 9); He teaches all men without distinction of 
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nationality or of language, or of ideas, to pray in the words: “Our 
Father, who art in heaven” (Matt. vi. 9); nay, more, He tells us 
that our heavenly Father in distributing the blessings of nature 
makes no distinction of our deserts: “Who maketh His sun to 
rise upon the good and bad, and raineth upon the just and the 
unjust” (Matt. v. 45). He bids us be brothers one to another, and 
calls us His brethren: “All you are brethren” (Matt. xxiii. 8); “that 
He might be the first-born amongst many brethren” (Rom. viii. 29). 
In order the more to stimulate us to brotherly love, even towards 
those whom our natural pride despises, it is His will that we should 
recognize the dignity of His own very self in the meanest of men: 
“As long as you did it to one of these my least brethren, you 
did it to Me” (Matt. xxv. 40). At the close of His life did He 
not most earnestly beg of His Father, that as many as should 
believe in Him should all be one in the bond of charity? “As 
Thou, Father, in Me, and I in Thee” (John xvii. 21). And final- 
ly, as He was hanging on the cross, He poured out His blood 
over us all, whence being as it were, compacted and fitly joined 
together in one body, we should love one another with a love like 
that which one member bears to another in the same body. 

Far different from this is the behavior of men today. Never 
perhaps was there more talking about the brotherhood of men 
than there is today; in fact, men do not hesitate to proclaim that 
Siriving after brotherhood is one of the greatest gifts of modern 
civilization, ignoring the teaching of the Gospel, and setting aside 
the work of Christ and His Church. But in reality never was there 
less brotherly activity amongst men than at the present moment. 
Race hatred has reached its climax; peoples are more divided by 
jealousies than by frontiers; within one and the same nation, within 
the same city there rages the burning envy of class against class; 
and amongst individuals it is self-love which is the supreme law 
over-ruling everything. 

You see, Venerable Brethren, how necessary it is to strive in 
every possible way that the charity of Jesus Christ should once 
more rule supreme amongst men. That will ever be Our own 
aim; that will be the keynote of Our Pontificate. And We exhort 
you to make that also the end of your endeavors. Let us never 
cease from re-echoing in the ears of men and setting forth in our 
acts, that saying of St. John: “Let us love one another” (1 John 
iii. 23). Noble, indeed, and praiseworthy are the manifold phil- 
anthropic institutions of our day; but it is when they contribute to 
Stimulate true love of God and of our neighbors in the hearts of 
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men, that they are found to confer a lasting advantage; if they 
do not do so, they are of no real value, for “he that loveth not, 
abideth in death” (1 John iii. 14). 

wz | 


The Lord Refused to Enter a Body Disgraced by Sin. 





experience, which to the present day I consider as a 

miracle. I was called to a sick soldier in the military 
hospital. He lay in a small room by himself, as usually was the 
case only with those who were suffering from a terrible disease 
in consequence of a dissolute life. There was nothing in the 
room but a bed and a chair and the window was closed. 

After I had heard his confession, I held up the sacred host, 
saying: Accipe, carissime frater, viaticum corpus Domini nostri 
Jesu Christi, qui te custodiat in vitam aeternam. The sick man 
opened his mouth to receive Holy Communion. At the same 
moment the sacred host disappeared from between my fingers. 
Aside from the soldier and the sexton no one was present. I was 
firmly convinced that the sacred host had not dropped from my 
hand. 

Nevertheless, I carefully examined the patient’s bed and the 
room. Nota trace of it could be found. Yes, truly, God’s ways 
and designs are not ours. It seemed to me as if God by a miracle 
prevented His being obliged to enter the polluted body. For a 
time I stood there amazed. The soldier still kept his mouth 
open. I touched his tongue with my finger whereupon he closed 
his mouth and died. A. S. 


a 
Too Late for Holy Viaticum. 


D URING the time | was chaplain at S... I had the following 





PRIEST of a religious order and a professor, was quite 
A overburdened with all kinds of work. He, however, had 

himself placed this burden on his shoulders, and would 
under no consideration consent to give up any part of his labors. 
Naturally these sought-for cares and labors proved to be a 
constant strain on his bodily and spiritual strength, consequently 
for the duties of his sacred ministry he had but an empty and 
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tired-out heart. He had no thought of making a preparation 
before saying Mass nor of thanksgiving after Mass, and the holy 
Sacrifice was offered in so hasty and careless a manner that all 
present were more scandalized than edified. But what grieved 
the faithful more yet was his lack of reverence and respect for 
the Blessed Sacrament. 

Once robbers got into the church, broke open the tabernacle, 
Stole the ciborium and monstrance and scattered the sacred hosts 
on the floor. Great was the excitement of the faithful who 
came to assist at Mass the next morning. This same priest was 
to say the Mass. He had not noticed before he was at the altar 
that the tabernacle had been broken open and the Blessed 
Sacrament removed. 

To the great grief of the people, instead of first looking 
about for the consecrated hosts to prevent their further profana- 
tion, he seemed to have no thought for them whatever, but 
continually bewailed the loss of —the silver monstrance and 
ciborium. Not until later were the scattered hosts reverently 
gathered up by another priest, and after an act of reparation, re- 
placed in the tabernacle. 

This continued irreverence towards our Lord in the Blessed 
Sacrament, was, according to the opinion of many, punished in 
the following manner. One evening at about eleven o’clock, the 
priest was seized with a dreadful fear of death. In all haste he 
went to a Confrere who was near by and begged his assistance. 
His superiors were quickly summoned. The fearful struggle 
lasted fully two hours. He was in a room adjoining the church 
and near the high altar where the Blessed Sacrament was reserved. 
Although three priests were present and the Blessed Sacrament 
was so near by, yet it was too late to get the Holy Viaticum. 
The dying priest had received only absolution and extreme unction 
from the priest whom he had first called and who kept the holy 
oils in his room. 

The next morning when the astonishing news of the priest’s 
sudden death was spread among the people, and when it became 
known that he could not receive the Holy Viaticum, many were 
heard to say: “Punishment of God! The poor man did not 
honor the Blessed Sacrament and seemed to have no love and 
feeling for It, therefore he was deprived of Holy Viaticum.” 
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A Remarkable Prophecy Regarding the 
Re-establishment of Poland. 





HERE is a prophecy regarding the re-establishment of Poland, 

T which may be for a number of our readers of special interest 

at the present time. The prophecy was published in the 
“Civitta Cattolica” in 1854. 

On Odtober 30, 1853, the beatification of the Polish martyr, 
P. Andrew Bobola, S.J., took place at Rome amid great solem- 
nities. He was born in 1592 and descended from a noble Polish 
family. Later on he became a missionary, and in 1624 began his 
apostolic labors in Lithuania. His fervent zeal and the success with 
which P. Bobola met in his missionary work, aroused the fanatic 
hatred of the Russian schismatics, and in 1657 he was put to death 
at Janow by the Russian Cossacks, out of hatred for his religion. 

The martyrdom of P. Bobola was so terrible, declared the 
Sacred Congregation of Rites, that no other case had been brought 
before them that equalled this in cruelty. In 1835, his body, 
which had been entombed in the church of the Dominican’s at 
Polska, was found incorrupt, and Pope Gregory XVI. declared this 
condition to be miraculous. 

The following occurrence, which is related by P. Gregorio 
Felkierzamb, a member of his Order, contributed to the cause of 
P. Bobola’s beatification. 

“In the year 1819, the Rev. Father Korzenieki, a most zealous 
Dominican preacher, was strictly forbidden by the Russian schis- 
matical government to publish any writing, to preach, or even to 
hear confessions, under penalty of exile to Siberia. He was much 
afflicted at being thus deprived of every opportunity and means 
of working for the spiritual welfare of souls. One evening, about 
nine o'clock, before going to rest, this zealous religious opened the 
window of his cell in the monastery where he lived, and looking 
up towards heaven he made, with great fervor, the following 
prayer: ‘O glorious martyr of Jesus Christ, Blessed Andrew 
Bobola! you who so many years since foretold the liberation and 
restoration of our Poland, you who see our masters determined 
to force her to become through schism an enemy of God, ah, do 
not allow such a scourge and humiliation to fall upon her. Obtain, 
holy martyr, from the omnipotence of God, that our common 
Catholic country may be delivered from her schismatic yoke.’ 
Having after this prayer shut the window and prepared to 
lie down on his humble bed, the holy martyr appeared to him 
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and said: ‘Behold, | am the person to whom you have addressed 
your prayer; open again the same window and you will see...’ 

“The good religious, surprised and somewhat terrified, opened 
the window, when, to his great amazement, the enclosed grounds 
and little garden attached to the monastery had disappeared, but 
in their stead he saw an immense plain. Then the blessed martyr 
said to him: ‘You behold now the fields of Pinsko, where I had 
the glory of suffering martyrdom for the faith of Jesus Christ... 
Now, look again in the same direction and you will learn what 
you wish to know.’ Father Korzenieki once more turned his 
eyes towards the place indicated, and beheld that vast field 
covered with Russian, Turkish, French, English, Austrian and 
Prussian armies, and others which he could not well discern, all 
fighting in a most furious manner one against the other. Not 
being able to comprehend the meaning of this vision, Blessed 
Bobola explained it to him in the following words: ‘When the war 
which you see shall end, then the kingdom of Poland shall be re- 
established, and I shall be acknowledged its principal patron. In 
token of the reality of this vision and of the realization of this 
prophecy, behold my hand.’ In saying this the blessed martyr 
placed his hand upon the little table in the cell, and disappeared. 

‘““Amazed beyond expression, the pious religious was attempt- 
ing to make some short prayer in thanksgiving to God for the 
_ favor received, and being entirely restored to his senses he looked 
immediately on the table and really beheld the impression of the 
martyr’s hand. With sentiments of lively devotion, he kissed it 
several times, after which he quietly retired to his needed rest. As 
soon as he awoke on the following morning, his first impulse was 
to look again for the miraculous impression, which he found just 
the same as on the preceding evening, and this more than ever 
convinced him of the reality of the vision of the previous night. 
Then having gathered in his room all the religious of the monas- 
tery, he showed them the miraculous sign of the hand, and related 
all that had happened to him the evening before.” 

Prophecies of this nature may be regarded with ever so much 
suspicion and circumspection, yet, the exact enumeration of pre- 
cisely the principal nations, which are at present actually fighting 
one another, makes a person stop to reflect. It may be well for 
our Catholic Polish brethren to begin to pray to Blessed Father 
Bobola for success in their cause. May the Lord grant freedom 
to this much persecuted nation and to dear old Ireland too. 
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Poor Little Mike. 





TOUCHING incident is related by Cardinal 

Fy 4 Manning: One day as I was going through the 

Ske hospital, I saw a poor child nine or ten years of 

: \ ey age, who at once attracted my attention. His 

SG large eyes with dark circles around them, his 

emaciated, pale face, his sad and dejected coun- 
auaees = indicated great sufferings. 

“Who is this child?” I asked the nurse. 

“A poor orphan boy,” was the reply, “whom some time ago 
laborers found, sick and abandoned, in the streets of London.” 

I walked up to the boy and while I gave him my blessing, he 
made the sign of the cross upon his breast like a person who was 
accustomed to it. I at once surmised that the child must have 
come from Ireland. 

“What is your name, my child?” I asked him. 

“Mike, Your Reverence.” 

“Have you been here a long time?” 

“About three weeks, I think.” 

“And where did you live before ?” 

“All alone in the streets.” 

“Are your parents not living anymore ?” 

“No, Father,” said the child, his eyes filling with tears. “Both 
my parents are dead; but they are very happy now and are with 
God, whom they loved above all things, as we learn in the 
catechism.” 

“Were they Catholics ?” 

“Oh, yes, Father. Catholic and Irish is the same thing, is 
it not?” 

“Yes, my son, that is to say that they were good, zealous 
Catholics.” While saying this I caressed Mike’s pale cheeks, his 
eyes at the same time sparkling from fever and joy. He was 
happy to hear a word of sympathy about his parents and to feel 
a fatherly hand on his burning face. 

“And do you love God as your parents loved Him?” 

“Oh, yes, He is the only friend I have in this world since my 
father and mother went to heaven. They left me their greatest 
treasure, their crucifix. All my ancestors held it in their hands in 
the hour of death. My father and mother kissed it when they 
were dying. I held the cross to their lips. This is where I keep 
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it,’ he added, taking it from beneath his pillow. “Soon it will 
| serve me too.” 
“Are you not afraid to die?” 
“The earth is so sad and heaven so beautiful. I have a great 
desire to meet my father and mother in heaven with God.” 
“Would you like to receive your first Holy Communion before 
you go to be united with your dear parents ?” 


Mike’s Eyes Sparkled with Joy. 


Mike’s eyes sparkled with joy as he thought of the possibility 
of receiving Holy Communion before his death. 

“It would be too much happiness for one who is as poor and 
abandoned as I am,” he replied. 

After that I visited him every day, heard his confession and 
instructed him in what is necessary for a child to know in order 
to receive Holy Communion. During my visits he related to me 
something of his life, which although short, had been full of sad- 
ness and suffering. 

“How long is it since you came to London?” 

“About two years.—There was not much work in Ireland and 
therefore not much bread. One day father read in the paper 
that London was in need of more laborers. Then we started for 

London on foot, each of us carrying a little bundle. At night 

we stopped with some farmers who in charity gave us something 
to eat and let us sleep on the Sraw. When we came to the sea 
my father got permission for free sail to the shores of England. 
But London was still far away, and we suffered much before we 
arrived here, because the people in England are not as good as 
those in Ireland. 

“We had to sleep outdoors under the trees, and suffered much 
from hunger, especially father and mother, because they would 
often not eat anything, so that they might have a little bread left 
for me. At last we reached London. Father found work imme- 
diately but he soon became ill. We lived in a small room which 
had neither light nor air. It was in this room that first my father, 
and then my mother died. 


| 
| 
“I Packed My Bundle and Went on the Street.” 


“The owner of our room, without considering my grief and 
sorrow, demanded everything that we had brought with us. I 
packed my bundle and went on the street, saying to myself: Go! 
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I took my crucifix and pressed it to my bosom; but I did not know 
what I should do, or where to go.” 

“And where did you stay that night, Mike?” 

“In a door-way. I suffered much from cold and hunger and 
kept crying for father and mother. I always pressed the crucifix 
to my bosom and kissed it, the same as my parents had done 
before they died. Then I said to myself: I also wish to die; for 
that would be the best thing for us three, then we would be united 
with Jesus in heaven. But immediately I thought: God has suffered 
much for me, and father and mother are so happy with Him. This 
thought consoled me again in my suffering and abandonment. | 
did not die that night as I thought I would. I even slept well and 
dreamed of heaven. It was so beautiful; there I was not hungry 
anymore and did not suffer and my heart throbbed with joy to 
think I should be with my parents in heaven and see God. 

“But suddenly I felt a violent blow, and I awoke. What a 
misfortune! It had been only a dream and I thought it was reality. 
The door which was opened to take out a wagon had struck me, 
for it was daylight. Then the men with abusive language scared 
me away.” 

“Where did you go during the day?” 








“I Saw a Church Open.” 


“I saw a church open and stepped in to say my morning 
prayer. I then heard two Masses, one for my father and one for 
my mother. All at once I began to feel very hungry. The thought 
came to my mind to hold out my cap to some ladies who came 
to church. I received four pennies for which I bought some bread. 

I then went to a merchant to see whether he would not employ 

me to do little jobs for him; but no one would hire me. | did not 

know what to do next; I sat down on a bench wondering how I | 
could make a living. Meantime the day passed and it began to 
get dark. Besides I had not considered that my plan could not be 
carried out before summer.” 

“And so you spent the winter, hoping that the summer would 
bring you some good fortune?” 

“Every day was like the first. I slept on the street, in door- 
ways, and wherever I| found a place. Often I was taken to the 
police-station, where they took pity on me and gave me money to 
buy bread. One day I saw an iron roller and the thought came 
to my mind: it will be a good place to sleep in there.” 
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“But, my child, this certainly must have been a hard and cold 
place to rest?” 

“Yes, it was hard and cold, but not as bad as outdoors. 
Yet, I think, I got my sickness there.” 

“And how did you come to be here, my dear child?” 

“That night I got violent headaches with burning fever. Dur- 
ing the night I had to cough continually, and in the morning | 
was so weak that I could not move anymore. | remained therefore 
inside of the roller. I did not think of anything anymore, only 
once in a while I would say: My Jesus, have mercy on me! Sud- 
denly I noticed that the roller was moving and I| began to scream. 
Some laborers had put it in motion. When they saw me they 
asked me different questions. My miserable condition made them 
take pity on me, as I had asked our Lord for mercy. 

“One of the laborers brought me here, and they placed me 
in this bed where you found me. This is the house of God. All 
| are so good to me here, especially you, Father; you treat me like 
my father and mother.” 

At these words he kissed my hands and covered them with 
his tears. One thing was still wanting to poor Mike, viz., to enjoy 
that happiness here on earth which is the foretaste of the inex- 
pressible joys of heaven. 

The thought of his first Holy Communion was the only thing 
that occupied his mind, and with heart and soul he longed for 
this divine food. One day, at length, his ardent desire was fulfilled. 
I gave him the bread of angels, the sacred host, the pledge of 
eternal life. While he received his first Holy Communion his 
countenance was transfigured like from a heavenly reflection. He 
was no longer of this earth; his soul transfigured through the 
love of God, could no longer bear this great happiness, nor resist 
the summons of God who desired to have him with Himself, —- 
it therefore sped to heaven before that happy day had ended. It 
was a foretaste of that day which should never more come to a 
close for Mike, the poor, abandoned orphan boy. The day of 
his first Holy Communion was the day of his death. Poor, and 
yet, happy child! 

Two miles from our convent, in —n we have an 
Orphan Home, which for the past thirty years we have supported 
at our own expense, for the love and honor of God. At this 
Orphan Home, about forty Catholic children are fed, clothed, in- 
structed and given a Christian education. Our expenses are great, 
besides the necessary buildings, however unassuming, must be put 
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up of our own means. The income for the Orphanage is scarcely 
sufficient to buy the bread for the children. Possibly some of our 
dear readers, friends and lovers of children, who are blessed with 
temporal goods, may feel inclined to contribute their mite for this 
noble work. The divine Friend of children will undoubtedly re- 
ward abundantly those, who for His sake, are benefactors of 
these children. 


wer 


True Devotion to Mary According to 


Blessed Grignon de Montfort. 
(Read this often.) 





CCORDING to the doétrine of Bl. de Montfort, 
the Blessed Virgin was destined by Divine Prov- 
idence from all eternity to be the daughter of the 
Eternal Father, the Mother of the Son, and the 
Spouse of the Holy Ghost in the kingdom of glory, 
the Mother of God in the kingdom of grace. As 

~ ww < the Creator, all nature, as it were, was given over to her 

from the beginning. She was elevated by God to be the Mother 
of all the living, the Mistress of heaven and earth, yea, the Queen 
of angels. 

According to the doctrine of St. Thomas of Aquin, the Blessed 
Virgin was, from the very beginning, the object of the veneration 
of the angelic choirs, who, as a test, were asked to adore the 
God-man. The angels who remained faithful venerated Mary as 
the future Mother of God, while Lucifer and his followers were 
brought to fall by their pride. From the first moment of the In- 
carnation, Mary took an active part in the work of the redemption, 
and from that moment, as the Blessed Virgin was in direct union 
with her Son, graces without number poured forth from her. When 
she brought forth her First-born, she became the “Mother of all 
the living,” because every creature, man and angel, is created 
and sanctified by her Child. “The mystery of the Incarnation 
includes all the mysteries of our faith, for in Mary’s womb, Jesus, 
in union with his Blessed Mother, chose all the elect.” 

God, the Father, began and completed His work through the 
Blessed Virgin: through Mary He gave to the world His Son; 
the Son became man in and through Mary. God the Holy Ghost 








formed Jesus Christ in Mary, by Mary and from Mary. God the 
Father imparted to her His fruitfulness: and she brought forth 
her first-born Son, true God and true man. God the Son descended 
from heaven into the earthly paradise, in order to take possession 
of it with complacency and to effect therein the miracles of His 
grace. God the Holy Ghost, unfruitful in God, that is, no Divine 
Person proceeded from Him, became fruitful in Mary whom He 
took for His Spouse: in her, by her and through her was made a 
God-man. 

The faithful are the members of the body of this adorable 
Head. The more the Holy Ghost finds the spirit of Mary in 
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souls, the more does He operate in them and produce in them the 
image of Christ. 


The Precious Gift of the Most Holy Trinity. 


God the Father, who through Mary gave us His Divine Son, 
will impart to us His grace through her. God the Son left all the 
merits of His passion and death at her disposal. God the Holy 
Ghost chose the Blessed Virgin as the dispensatrix of all gifts, for 
the graces that enter the heart of man are transmitted through 
the hands of Mary: this is the will of the Most Holy Trinity, that 
we obtain all things through the Mother of God. 

These are principles and truths, upon which Bl. de Montfort 
builds up his doctrine of the true devotion to Mary. In this regard 
he was favored with numerous revelations from heaven. To give 
ourselves to Jesus through Mary is to imitate God the Father, 
who gave us His Son through Mary; it is to imitate God the Son 
who gave Himself to us through Mary and through her distributes 
His graces; it is to imitate the Holy Ghost who bestows His seven 
gifts through the Blessed Virgin. 

To practice the true devotion to Mary, is therefore to imitate 
and honor the Most Blessed Trinity, who lovingly inclines to 
those souls, who give themselves to Mary with all they possess 
and find their delight in being dependent on the daughter of the 
Eternal Father, the admirable Mother of the Son, and the faithful 
Spouse of the Holy Ghost. The presence, the life and the dominion 
of Mary in those privileged souls, will draw down the divine 
complacency upon them. It is reserved for the Blessed Virgin 
to form the great saints at the end of time: for only this wonderful 
Mother of God will in union with the Holy Ghost form those 
extraordinary and special kind of souls, who will perform great 
works for the honor and glory of God. 


Work of the Holy Ghost. 


“If the Holy Ghost,” says Blessed de Montfort, “finds Mary, 
that is, the spirit of Mary, in a soul, He hastens thither and 
imparts Himself to that soul in a superabundant measure, and 
in a degree which Mary, His spouse designates. The reason why 
the operations of the Holy Ghost often remain ineffectual in our 
souls is, because Mary does not dwell therein.” 

Montfort was therefore sent into the world as a teacher of 
the true devotion to Mary. It was also vouchsafed to him to 
behold in spirit the future fruits of his doctrine, that wonderful 
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restoration of the world, the days of blissful peace which would 
precede the coming of the Antichrist. He prophesied that this 
time would begin when the true devotion to Mary should be 
recognized and taught. This is the task of the great apostles of 
the latter times through whom the Mother of God and Queen of 
heaven will work miracles. These apostles, filled with the Holy 
Ghost, will establish the reign of Christ all over the world. 

The “Golden Book” contains a clear and definite explanation 
of the true devotion to the Mother of God, according to Blessed 
Montfort. It also contains a large assortment of prayers and de- 
votions in the spirit of Blessed Montfort, and numerous prayers to 
the Blessed Virgin composed by saints. These prayers are in- 
comparable in beauty and unction, and draw the soul powerfully 
to Mary. The book is not sold, but is given as a premium for 
new subscriptions for our magazine. We have sent out hundreds 
of copies of the “Golden Book” as premiums, and every one 
seemed to be delighted with it. 

For three new subscriptions for “Tabernacle and Purgatory” 
paid in advance, we will mail you a copy of the “Golden Book,” 
in black binding, red edges. 

For five new subscriptions for “Tabernacle and Purgatory” 
paid in advance, we will mail you a copy of the “Golden Book,” 
in leather binding, gilt edges. 


Those who prefer rosaries as premiums, can get them under 
the following conditions: 

For five new subscriptions paid in advance a gold-chained 
rosary, five years guarantee. 

For ten new subscriptions paid in advance, a gold-chained 
rosary, ten years guarantee. 

Before the rosaries are sent to your address they will be 
blessed with the Dominican, Bridgetine, and Crosier indulgences. 
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In the Name of the Most Holy Trinity. 





OME years ago I made the acquaintance of a farmer, a 
by venerable old man, with silvery white hair, and a kind, 
good-natured face. It was Sunday afternoon when he took 

a stroll through his fields and meadows, as it is customary among 
the country folks, in order to inspect the condition of his crops, 
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and to feast his eyes and heart on the charms of nature and the 

rich blessings God had bestowed on his fields. The beautiful | 

landscape that lay before us was well adapted to rejoice one’s 

heart. All around were waving fields of grain alternating with 
| green and pleasant meadows; on the hillside was the house 
| covered with ivy and vines, and in the background dark timber 
| Stretched as far as the eye could reach. 

I was walking along beside the man and expressed my 
admiration at the excellent condition of his land and crops. He 
replied: “Yes, indeed, but it has been a hard and difficult 
work. Thirty years ago, this whole neighborhood was covered 
with woods; all the fields you see and the place where the house 
now stands was overgrown by trees and shrubs. You can imagine 
how much weary labor it has cost to render the soil suitable for 
cultivation. At first we could plant but little, as the worms were 
very bad and ate the young plants; but year after year our crops 
improved, and now you see for yourself how beautiful everything 
stands.” 

“To do this,” I said, “certainly required the aid of many 
laborers and great expense.” 

“Oh, no!” he answered smiling. “I had no strangers at all 
to assist me. I did the work myself aided only by my good and 
industrious wife, and my children who gradually grew up and 
whom I trained to work when young. Although we worked 
diligently, God, however, caused everything to prosper. | am 
myself astonished at the abundant blessings He has bestowed on 
us. There is a secret in it. You see, every morning I| arise in 
the name of the Most Holy Trinity. Every work I do, I begin 
in the name of the Most Holy Trinity, and every evening I go 
to rest in the name of the Most Holy Trinity. If God sends my 
family some cross, or if we have some misfortune in the barn or 
in the field, I say: ‘In the name of the Most Holy Trinity let it 
be.’ The Lord has given it to me, the Lord has taken it from 
me, He can restore it and He always has restored it abundantly. 
In my house I never tolerate a word of cursing, the Sunday must 
be sanctified, not a straw of illgotten goods dol permit to pass over 
my threshold, and never do I send a needy person away from 
my door. This is the mystery of the blessing that rests upon 
us, for, as you see, I have lived and labored in the name of the 
Most Holy Trinity, and in this holy name I hope to die.” 

I was overcome with a feeling of reverence and admiration 
at this sincere and simple man, whose whole life had been 
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penetrated by the spirit of Christianity. The thought came to 
me: this good farmer has an excellent way of obtaining true 

happiness. What a blessing if there were many such persons 
in a parish, what an example for others and what great things could 
be accomplished. H. M. 
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Mysterious Mass at Midnight. 





YOUNG count, wholly given to the pleasures of 
life, passed by a church one evening, and feeling 
tired he chose the seat of a confessional to take 
arest. Hesoon fell sound asleep and did not hear 
the sexton locking the doors. He was obliged 
therefore to spend the rest of the night in the 

church. A few hours later, he noticed the door of the sacristy 

open, and a tall, slender priest approaching the altar to light the 
candles. By the dim reflection he discerned an extremely sad 
and ashy-pale countenance. The priest returned to the sacristy 
and after a few moments re-appeared fully vested to say Mass. At 
the foot of the altar he turned round and called out in a pleading 
and most pathetic voice, “Is there no one here who can serve 

Mass for me?” 

All was silent as death. The young man concealed in the 
confessional was almost paralyzed from fear; he was unable to 
utter asound. A painful disappointment was visible on the face 
of the priest as sadly he turned to the sacristy to take off his 
vestments, and then put out the candles. 

About an hour later the same thing was repeated. The 
priest again asked in a pitiful voice, “Is there no one here who 
can serve Mass for me?” Taking courage, the young count 
walked up towards the altar and said, “I am ready, your Rever- 
ence.” A ray of joy passed over the priest’s countenance. He 
began Mass and the farther the Holy Sacrifice proceeded, the 
brighter beamed his eyes, the more elastic became his form, the 
more joyful sounded his voice. 

At the end of Mass the priest, in burning words, expressed his 
gratitude and added: “My son, I was sentenced to the torments 
of purgatory because I said my last Mass on earth in a careless 
manner. I was condemned to suffer until I should atone for my 
guilt at the same altar where I failed. Night after night I have 
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come here, and found no rest until tonight when you assisted me 
to obtain eternal peace. In gratitude | will appear to you before 
your death that you may prepare yourself and die in the state 
of grace.” 

The young count profoundly moved related the occurrence 
afterwards to his intimate friend, promising to inform him if ever 
the priest should appear to him. 

But in the gaiety of youth grave moments are soon Senentnen. 
Thus in the whirlpool of worldly pleasures, this occurrence all too 
soon passed out of the young man’s mind. He was even one of 
the most unrestrained among his companions, wholly given to 
pleasures, and a passionate gambler, altogether ignoring God and 
His commandments. Years thus passed by. 

One morning after a night of carousing, the count awoke 
feeling very ill. Suddenly he beheld at his bedside the figure of 
the priest whom he had once assisted in being delivered from 
purgatory. The priest said gravely, “I come to fulfill my promise. 
Prepare yourself for a good death for you have only twelve more 
hours to live.” Having said this he vanished. The young man 
at once sent for the physician, who declared, however, that there 
was no reason for alarm. Nevertheless, the sick man called for 
a priest, made a contrite general confession, and then received 
Holy Communion and asked for extreme unction. He also sum- 
moned his friend to whom he had promised this information and 
once more sent for the physician. In great surprise the latter 
now realized that his patient’s condition was really beyond human 
aid, and a few hours later he closed the count’s eyes in death. 








SEEDS, PLANTS, BULBS. 


Roses, Vines, Shrubs, Fruit, Ornamental Trees. ‘The best 
by 25 years’ test. Ferns, Geraniums, Ever-blooming Roses, and 
other things too numerous to mention. Seeds, Plants, Roses, etc., 
by mail, postpaid, safe arrival and satisfaction guaranteed; larger 
orders by express or freight. 50 choice collections cheap, in Seeds, 
Plants, Roses, Trees, etc. Elegant 96-page Catalog and 25c. Due- 
bill Free. Send for it today and see what values we give for a little 
money. 


ARCHIAS’ SEED STORE, 
BOX 18, SEDALIA, MO. 

















SANTA BARBARA LINIMENT. 


An Excellent Remedy for 
Muscular Rheumatism and Neuralgia. 


4 Any one suffering from neuralgia or rheumatism con- 
tracted by a cold, which is frequently the case during the 
damp, chilly weather, will act prudently by at once using 
our Santa Barbara Liniment. 


{ This Liniment is to be used only externally. For forty 
years it has proved a most effective remedy for rheumatic 
pains, neuralgia and stiffness in muscles and joints. 


“ For these ailments, Santa Barbara Liniment cannot 
be surpassed, and as a rule, effects a speedy and perma- 
nent cure, if used according to directions and at the proper 
time. For ordinary attacks one bottle suffices, but very 
severe cases may need two bottles. 


€ Weare in possession of many testimonials received 
during the last few years, expressing gratitude and ac- 
knowledging the efficaciousness of this Liniment. 


4 Every family ought to keep the Santa Barbara Lini- 
ment on hand as a home remedy, that it can be applied 
when any member has contracted rheumatism or neuralgia 
by a cold. 


€ Price per bottle $1.00. 


€ Can be procured genuine only from 
BENEDICTINE CONVENT, CLYDE, MO. 
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